SMALL BUST— -2 

Special Design "Up-And-Out" Bra 
Gives You A Fuller, Alluring Bustline 
■ Instantly 



Self conscious about your flat looking bust- 
line? Figure Beauty starts with a 
glamorous bustline. The sensational 
"Up-And-Out" Bra has an exclusive 
secret patent pend. feature that tends 
to lift and cup flat, unshapely, small 
busts into a FULLER, WELL- 
ROUNDED, EXCITING BUSTLINE 
like magic instantly. 



. . It's amazing how its sped 
es my bustline real glamour 
—Miss Doris Harris, WichU 




and shy. her potse, < 

Now Wear All Dresses, Blouses, 
Sweaters, etc. (No matter how form 
fitting) With Bustline Confidence! 

With the "Up-And-Out" Bra under- 
neath, all your clothes will display the 
sweater girl, feminine curves you desire 
and require to look attractive. Firm elas- 
tic back and easy to adjust shoulder 




SEND NO MONEY! 

FREE JISL 



Tested Sales, Dept. MR-45B7 
296 Broadway, New York, N. Y. 

Rush to me my "Up-And-Out" Bra i 




"7 mailed them to tfie magazines, happily 
imagining their excitement as ikeyread my 




OF REAL LIFE, REAL PEOPLE, REAL EMOTIONS/ 



jyjARY HARRIS was certain of only 
one thing. She would be an old 
maid! For where could she find a man 
in Cloverdale ... a man who, like her- 
self, would hate the small roadhouse 
inns, the blare of jukebox music, the 
aimless, malicious gossip of a small 
town? 

There was no such man in Clover- 
dale. There were idlers, who lounged 
on street corners from sunrise to long 
after sunset, ambitious young men who 
regarded love and business in the same 
light, and smooth-talking men who 
looked for a conquest in every girl they 
dated. 

"I'm out of place. I've always been 
out of place here," Mary thought, as 
she walked toward the Cloverdale Pub- 
lic Library. "Even the book I'm car- 
rying stamps me as different. What oth- 
er girl in Cloverdale would read it? 
What man would, for that matter?" 

The title of Mary's book was "Re- 
cent Archeological Findings in the 
Libyan Desert." Though the volume 
was thick, heavy with maps and charts, 
and abounded in historical references, 
Mary had read it three times! For to 
her, there was' romance in books and 
far-away places, dream places of hot 
suns and biting winds, weatherbeaten 
faces, colorful costumes. . . . 

With an effort, Mary wrenched her 
mind away from the Libyan Desert 
and brought it back to Cloverdale. 
"Now that I think of it," she ponder- 
ed, "it was rather strange. Old Miss 
Morrissey said the book was one week 
overdue and there was someone else 
waiting for it! Who on earth would 
want to read it . . . except me?" 

Indeed, it was a mystery. Someone 
was waiting for that book, the librarian 
had said. But who? And why? 



As Mary entered the library, it took 
an instant for her eyes to adjust to the 
quiet dimness of the room. It was then 
that she saw him ... a tall, thin young 
man, whose eyes were very bright be- 
hind his horn-rimmed glasses and 
whose tousled hair appeared to defy 
brush and comb. He stood near Miss 
Morrissey'B desk, his fingers drumming 
a tattoo on the surface as he waited. 

"Here it is, Miss Morrissey," Mary 
said, her voice at low library pitch. 
"I . . . enjoyed it tremendously!" 

Miss Morrissey stamped the date in 
the book and made change from the 
quarter Mary handed her. "Thank 
you, my dear, for bringing it right 
back," she said. 

Mary turned to leave. She looked 
at the young man and he looked at her. 
The stillness in the room was pro- 
found. 

"You're welcome, Miss Morrissey," 
Mary answered. 

■ She was half-way toward the door 
when the old librarian did an unpre- 
cedented and shocking thing. She rais- 
ed her voice, "Oh, Mary," she called, 
"would you mind coming back?" 

There was a wise smile on her face 
as she said, "Miss Harris, Mr. Martin. 
You two seem to have something in 
common !" 

Mary smiled as she saw the book 
held firmly in the young man's hands. 
Her heart began to thud as she stam- 
mered over the simple words, "How 
do you do?" The young man's eyes 
grew brighter as he touched her hand. 

All of Cloverdale was surprised 
when only a week later, Mary's en- 
gagement was announced to the new 
history teacher at Cloverdale High!. 
That is, all of Cloverdale except . . . 
Miss Morrissey! 



I— I DIPN'T know THATfirs c 

A PIFFEREHOE.NAOMlfl'MSORRYBL 
SIB YOU AMY MORE. 1 1 - I FEEL 
SAVING IT, BUT WHAT GOOP'S A GIRl 
TALK WITH, LAUGH WITH?MAYBE WE 
MAKE THIS — GOODBYE ! 

TOAA'l CAN'T ^M^H 
HEAR WHAT YOU'RE 
SAYING, PUT THAT— ■ 
THAT LOOK OH YOUR jflpj 

FACE —AS IP I WERE ^^^^^ 

SOMETHING ABNORMAL, ) 

. FRIGHTENING---___y / 


OF TO MAKE 
T—X CAN'T 

YOU CAN'T 1 

V BETTEK M 


BEH/NP HIM ALSO 
SLAMMEP SHUT 
ON MY HEART* 
ANO WITH /TAN 
IRON CURTAIN 
PESCENPEP OVER 
Mi HOPES ANP 
DREAMS* WITHIN 

me, a voice 

SEEMEP TO 
WHISPE8, ALONE! 
YOU'LL ALWAYS BE 
— ALONG*'" 


I HATE HIM— ANI? I'LL ALWAYS HATE 
EVERY MAN ! I'LL NEVER LET MYSELF I 
FALL IN LOVE AGAIN — I SWEAR IT! ^ 
BUT I WON'T GIVE THEM THE CHANCE '^B 
TO SPURN ME AGAIN — I'LL CONCEAL ■ 
MY PEAFNESSTI'LL PRACTICE LIP- _^BJ 
REAPING TILL I'M PERFECT AT IT, B^ll 
ANP THEN I'LL BE ABLE TO 
_ LAUGH AT MEN f Jfl 

w 


"&UE YEARS FLEW £>Y-XL 
YEARS OF DESOLATE LONE- 

uness—but mm gr/m 
desperation,! kept at my 
self-appointed task of 
becoming a girl who 
would be safe from 
all possible scorn am? 
rejection ! i left the 
town where everyone 
knew of my application, 
and came to new york's 
melting pot— greenwich 
village'" inhere i was 
mknowh-but unscorn- 

EOf" 


HER 
OF 
FIEL 

TYPE 

CERT* 
WllP 

THE H 
JJJ 


J RE THE LAST FIVE PAGES 1 
MANUSCRIPT, MlSS BRAD- 1 
?! COULD YOU HAVE THEM J 
P BY TOMORROW? 

THEM IN fJ^-VU'j 
^^^^^^^ 


"tyES, THE LONG, \ 
WEARY MONTHS OF 
PAINSTAKING PRACTICE 
AT LIP-REAPING HAP 
MAOE ME SO APEPT 
THAT I COUU? PASS 
AS A NORMAL GIRL! 
I EVEN- BEGAN TO 
FEEL THAT J BELONG- 
ED IN THE VILLAGE'S 
ARTISTIC LIFE, BECAUSE 
OF THE LONELV.SILEVT 
EVENINGS SPENT ON 
MY FAVORITE HOBBY 
SCULPTURE* " 
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"OtouT— THINGS DIDN'T GO AS WELL AS I'D HOPED.-' 




I HAVEN'T GOTTEN ANY TYPING WORK IN A WEEK— ANP 
ME ONLY «l.70 LECT', I— I'LL HAVE TO PO SOME- 
THING — WAIT! these sculptures— maybe 

I CAN GET A TOLLAR OR TWO FOR THEM FROM 
THE VILLAGE ART SHOP TOWN THE STREET.'^—— ' 







"Stuadbeena j 

MISTAKE, I TOLQ 1 
MYSELF THROUGH 
THE FAST- FALLING 
TEAK— A TERRIBLE, 
TRAGIC MISTAKE*. 
BUT THERE WAS 
STILL A COMFORT- 
ING HAVEN I COULD 
TURN TO— ROD* 




'T'HERE was something about the 
girl that made Maury Peters, head 
buyer for the Ace Department store, 
sit up and take notice. He had felt 
drawn to her the moment she entered 
his office. And at the same time, he 
resented her, disliked her for the very 
things that attracted him! 

Contradictory? Not really. Maury 
half-listened to Miss Matthews, who 
had come from Peabody and Kearns, 
that great cleaning specialties firm,' as 
its sales manager. Miss Matthews was 
as beautiful as a woman should be. 
Too beautiful, really, with her well- 
groomed hair that was like a shining 
cap, her perfectly lacquered nails, her 
make-up, so carefully and wisely ap- 
plied. 

"These household cleansers, Mr. 
Peters, are really worth your interest," 
she was saying, her speech as carefully 
, arranged as her clothes. "They are 
thoroughly efficient, and do a superior 
job in less time than most cleansers 
take." 

She smiled briefly. That was it! 
Maury Peters had wanted to see her 
smile. Would it be warm? Would it be 
personal? Or would it be merely an- 
other accessory, highly polished and 
brought into use for a definite pur- 
pose? Was this girl flesh-and-blood or 
an animated mannequin, beautifully 
polished , , . and nothing more? 

Maury returned her smile. "You 
make some extravagant claims. Miss 
Matthews," he drawled. "But I'm from 
Missouri! I have to be shown! Show 



me how good these products are!" 

"I will," she said. From the neatly 
packed kit, Miss Matthews helped her- 
self to her demonstration samples. For 
half an hour, she worked silently, 
bringing the wood and glass surfaces 
to highly polished perfection. 

But Miss Matthews ! The shining cap 
of hair was fly-away and dishevelled. 
On one ivory cheek, a long streak of 
soot appeared. Her lipstick had vanish- 
ed, all but a faint trace outlining her 
mouth. But her eyes were sparkling 
and her smile warm as she pointed 
about her and said triumphantly, 
"There! You see?" 

"I'm convinced, Miss Matthews," 
Maury said, looking straight at the 
once-impeccable girl. "And I do see! 
Believe me, I see that I've found what 
I've been looking for!" 

Miss Matthews blushed. 

"Here," said Maury, taking her arm, 
"why don't you wash up a bit and 
comb your hair? We can talk this 
whole thing over at dinner. And by 
the way, don't bother to put your lip- 
stick on just yet. It might hamper me 
while / practice a little salestalk on 
you!" 

Miss Matthews blushed again. 

"She is real," Maury exulted in- 
wardly. Aloud he said, "I only hope 
T can be as convincing as you. I'm sure 
going to try!" 

"I may be hard to convince," Miss 
Matthews said softly. "You see, I'm 
from Missouri, too!" 

"I'll take the risk!" Maury said. 



JEALOUSY! Karen could feel it, like 
an insidious poison, coursing evilly 
through her. She tried to overcome it 
by remembering last night, when Val 
had held her in his arms, kissed her, 
told her of his love and his plans for 
the future. Some of the glow returned 
as Karen recalled the ecstasy of his 
nearness, her feeling that the rest of 
the world was blotted out and only 
their love was alive. 

But the little clock on her vanity 
table pointed to five o'clock, and the 
reality of the moment was stronger 
than the recollections of last night. 

"He said he couldn't see me to- 
night!" Karen murmured, eying her- 
self coldly in her mirror, as though 
she were cross-examining herself. "He 
said it was business! Business! Maybe 
it is . . . and then again . . . 

There it was, that persistent, nag- 
ging jealousy that raged within her, 
tormenting her, not letting her rest. 
Val had said that jealousy could spoil 
real love, could tarnish it so that it 
was ugly and undesirable. 

"Why did he say that ... to me?" 
Karen wondered. "Was he trying to 
warn me away, throw me off the track? 
Why should he have to conduct his 
business so late, when he could be see- 
ing me?" 

Suddenly, she sprang up and tossed 
a coat over her shoulders. "I don't be- 
lieve him!" she said. "He's not telling 
the truth! I want to see for myself!" 

Karen took a cab to the big office 
building where Val worked. From a 
nearby doorway, she watched the 
throngs of office workers pouring out 
of the great doors, homeward-bound. 
And then her heart leaped as she saw 



him, Val, walk briskly out of the build- 
ing and down the street. 

Karen had no feeling of shame as 
she trailed Val, seeing him enter one 
of the swankiest restaurants in town. 
Business! Through the window, she 
could see the head waiter bowing, guid- 
ing him through a side door into what 
was obviously a private dining room. 

A storm of rage shook Karen. Ignor- 
ing the startled waiters, she raged past, 
throwing open the door that Val had 
just entered. "Val!" she cried. 

Four startled faces turned toward 
her. There, around a small table, were 
three middle-aged businessmen, anx- 
ious to check through the papers that 
lay before 'them. Val's face, paper- 
white and ashamed, gave Karen her 
answer. 

Sobbing, she fled, pursued by a feel- 
ing of horrified self-hatred. "I've lost 
him, I've lost him!" Karen cried, when 
she reached the privacy of her own 
room. "That's what he was trying to 
tell me when he said that jealousy 
could kill love! How stupid I've been! 
Where there's love, there must be 
trust!" 

Somewhere far away, a phone shrill- 
ed. Karen's tear-laden voice answered 
it wearily. "Hello." 

"ItWal. Our meeting's almost over, 
Karen, and I'm coming over. Is it all 
right . . . now?" 

"It's all right forever!'* Karen's 
laugh was light with relief. She felt 
that she had escaped some violent dis- 
aster. "And, darling, hurry ! I want to 
tell you something very important!" 

How wonderful it would be . . . to 
return his love, unmarred and unblem- 
ished by jealousy! 
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